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But under the disguise of love,
Thou say'st thou only cam'st to prove

What my affections were.

Think'st thou that love is helped by fear?

Go! get thee quickly forth,
Love's sickness, and his noted want of worth.

Seek doubting men to please,
I ne'er will owe my health to a disease.

BEN JONSON

Prom Underwoods, folio 1640
An Ode to Sir Lucius Cary and Sir H+ Mortson
For what is life, if measured by the space
Not by the act?
Or masked man, if valued by his face,
Above his fact?
Here's one outlived his peers,
And told forth fourscore years,
He vexed time, and busied the whole state;
Troubled both foes and friends;
But ever to no ends:
What did this stirrer, but die late?
How well at twenty had he fallen or stood!
For three of his fourscore, he did no good.
It is not growing like a tree
In bulk, doth make men better be;
Or standing long an oak, three hundred year,
To fall a log at last, dry, bald, and sear:
A lily of a day
Is fairer far in May,
Although it fall and die that night;
It was the plant, and flower of light.
In small proportions we just beauties seej
And in short measures, life may perfect be,
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